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and Maude. A train, full of German experts, was
about to move off when a terrific explosion occurred.
Tons of ammunition, supplies, steel girders, bits of train
and lines were thrown into the air. At the other end
in Mesopotamia and Syria the Turks went short of
food and ammunition, while General Allenby advanced.
The clock was the symbol of a great idea caught by
the throat and its neck broken.
We travelled through the rich villages that throng
the Marmora shore. They are mainly Christian. At
last we came to Pendik. There had been a further
fight with the tax-collectors that morning, and we called
the headman and elders, together with the Moslem hodja
and the Greek priest, to meet us on the pier by the
coffee-shop.
We sat with our backs to the sea and they faced us
in a half-circle. The Governor had his say, and then
I appealed to them, both Moslem and Christian, to
forget the wrongs they had done each other, to put
politics aside and live as Ottomans in peace and harmony.
They sat in silence looking on the floor, except the
Greek priest whose eyes kept staring intently past me.
Instinctively I looked round. Behind us the Marmora
ran into the narrow gulf of Ismidt. The opposite
shore, two miles away, stood out clear across the calm
blue water. Towering up into the windless sky were
five straight columns of smoke. As an allied commis-
sion saw them at their foul work, the Greek troops were
raping, pillaging and burning in the Moslem villages
and many Ottoman Greeks were helping them. The
rest of my carefully prepared speech died in my throat.